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^cfe* I,rto; n6,I: tor I mu ft nothing bee ; 
•Therefore no,uoyfcr I refrgne to thee. 

Now, matte me how I will vndoe my felfe. 

I giue this heauk Weight from off my Head/ 
jAird this vnwieldfo Scepter from my Hand* 
jThc pride of Kindly fway from out my Heart, 

JWith mine owns TeMcsI vvsih awny myBalme,- 

I 4 With mine ovvnc gkic away my Crowne, 

With mine owrie Tongue denicmy Sacred State, 

1 With mine ownc Breath rdeafe kll tlutioiis Caches < 
.All Pompe and Maidfeiffdoe fclfijMftW V 
My Manors,Rcnt3 ? R?^n^bUe3 ? I feigpe^ ^ T 
My A€t%0'«Hks Statutes^ cicnie 
Gqd^tafe'tf '^lOBEh^lsihat.are bf gktv'td like, 

JGod kcepe all Vowtfs Vribroke are made to thee, 
■Make me,chatnothingMiifi,with nothinggrien'd, 

. And thou with all pleas'd vichat haft chi eu’ti 

‘ thou line in Rickh'rdsS&it to fie, {”~ 

; And fobnelye Richard in an EarthiePit. ^ 

( God faue King H*nrf, -Kibg 5 d ffi#hakd($ye$ $ 

And fend him many yecres of Sunne-fhhle d ayes'. 

, What more temaines ? - 

North. ’No more : J hut th^rou reade 
Thefc AtiM'ffliibuSj■aad^hefegrieiioMi Grymes, 
Committed by your Per fori, and your follow ers, v 

Againft the StatCjafid Prrifit of this Land : 

That by confefling them s the Soules of men 
May deeme,that jrou are worthily depos'd. 

Rich * Mufti doefo. ? andmuft I raucll out 
My weau’d-vp folly es ? Gentle Honhnmberhmd* 

If thy Offences were vpon Record, 

Would it hot lhame thee,in fo faire a troupe. 

To reade a Le&ufe of them ? If thou woukTft, 

| Thtfreflipuld’ftthoufirideorteheynousArticlej 
I Contayuing the Sepafing of a King, 

[And cracking the ftrong Warrant of an Oath, 

[ Mark'd w it haBI ot, da rriri’d in thcBooke ofHeauen, 
i Nayiallbf you .that Hand and iooke vpon me, 

WhiTft that iiiy wretehedneffe doth bait my felfe. 
Though forrie of you,with Pto?,wafh your Hands, 

!Shewing an outward pittic : yety onPilates 
Haue here dehuer’d me to'nty fowreCroffe, 

And Water cannot wafh away your frnne. 

Norik* My .Lord dHpatcbjreaCj'Co^cchefo Articles. 
Rich*. Mine Eyes are full of TeareSjl cannot fee: 

And yet fait-Water blindes them not fomuchj 
But they can ice a fort of Tray tors here* 

Nay,if I turnemine Eyes vpoh my felfe, 

I finds my felfe a Traytor with foe reft i 
'Fori haue ghku here my Sbiiles confent, 
fpvndeck the-pompons Body of a King; 

Made Glory bafe; a SoAcraigmic,* Slaue; 

Trowd Maieftk,aSiibie£t,; State,aPefant. 

North* M y Lord* 

Rick Ho Lord of thinefthou haUght-iirfuK mgman; 
!No,nor'fidrrfifis Lord : Iim£ no Name,no Title; 
Nd;riot that'N'ame wasgiuen meat the Font, 

{But *th vftirpt r stack chcheame day, 

That J hauc wornc fomany Winters out. 

And know not now, what Name to call my felfe, 
■OhfthatJ were a Motkerie, King of Show, 

Standing before the SunheoC^ftHingbrooks, 

To melt my felfe away in Water-drops* 

Good Kingjgreat King, and yet not greatly good, 

And if my word be Sterling yet in England, 

Let it command a Mirror hither ftraight. 


theSeco?jci:\ 

That it may fhewme whata Face I haiae* 

Since it is Bankrupt okhi* Maieflie. ' - - 

'Ball. Goe fomeof you.and fetch a Looking X 
North .Read ore thisPaperyWhile jdaff I 
R i^.Fiendjthoutomientsroe^re t comet 
5 *»i.Vrge it no More,my ^t&Nmhtuuii ^ 

AforrLThe Commons will not then br ^^r^' i,[ 

^.They lhall be fatisfy-d: lie readc en^If 4 

WhenI doe lee the Very Booke indeede, 1 
Where all my linnes are writ, and that's 4 v fi.lt C ' 
EitteY.onimtket 'Gi^ ■ v ' 
GiilcmcthatGlafie 3 aiid cllereih Willl’rt^. ;> ' 

No deeper vvftincklesyet ?'hath : Sorrdw 7 flri,/r >” A 

So many Blowcsvpon this Face ofWiihc ? ' 

And n$deno deeper WoUnds?©h Matt'rintf^i I v ' 
Like to myfollbwers in profpentie - • 

Thou do’ll beguile me. • Was tHit Fa<e;¥h e F a 
That cuWy'day,Vndcthis'H6‘ufejhbld f R66fe " 

Did kcepe tenthoufafidmen ? Wssrhisthe kit '• 
That like the Sunne^did niake beholfllWWlnkeS» 

Is this the FacCjwhieh Fic'd fo triany folly CJ 
That was at !a£l out-fac'd by 

A brittle Glory fliineth in this Face, 

Asbrittleas the Glory,is the Face, . ‘ . - 

For there it is, crackc in an Hundred fliiudrj, 

Marke filent King,the Mora II of this fport/ 

How foone my Sorrow hath defiroy'd my Face 
Bull. Thefiiaddwof yotir Sorrow hath deflrov’d 
The Ibadow of your Face. ' 

Rich. Say that againc. . 

The lliadow of my Sdtrow ; 1 ha,let’s fee, 

’Tis very tfaejmy Giiefe lyes all within,' ' 

And thefc external! mar her of Lamehis, 

Are nieerely rtiadowcSjtothevnf'eeiieGriefc, 

That Twells with fifeticeiit thetomrr’d Sotile.' ' 

There lyes the fubfiance f SrifdT fhanke thee King 

For thy great bountic.that riot onelygru’ff 

Me caul'c to ivaylej buc teachcfl me the way 
How to lament the cauic. lie begge one Boone, 

And then be gone,and'tuitjbleyou no more. 

Shall I obt'aine it i ' JOh ^ 

Bit!!. Nameit/aircCqufTn. 

Hicbl FaireCoufin ? 1 am greater then a King; 

For when I was a King,my flatterers 
Were then but fubiellsf being now a fubiefl, 

I haue a King here to my flatterer: 

Being fo great,I hauc itO neede to begge, 

BttU. Yet aske. 

Rich. And Ihall Ihauei 
BttH. Youlhall. 

Rich, Then giuc me leauc to goe. 

Bull , Whither? 

Rtcbt Whi ther you will,fo I were from yotir fights, 
Bull, Goe fome of yV)d,conuey him teftheTpwer, 
Rich. Oh good: conueyi Cdruicyers ate you all, 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings falk 

Bull.On Wednefday nexr,\Vc fdctnnly (et dowme 
Our Coronation: Lords,prcpareyour felues. Sxm\, 
Abbot.B wofijll Pageant hhtiewc here beheld. 
Carl.Thc Woes to come.the Children yetvnborne, 
Shall feele this day as fbarpe to them as Thorne. 

tAum.Yoa hbly Clergle-meti, i s there no Plot 
T o rid the Real trie of this pernicious Blot. 

a Abbot. Before 1 freely fpeake my minde herein, 

You flhall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To bury mine in tents,but alfo to effefi 
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teuerllhall happen to dcuife. 


^ iV Tb: roweVarVfull of Difconrent, 

1 fee y u e art of Sorrow,and your Eyes of Teares. 
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Eater Qtteetie,4nd Ladies. 

0 This way the King will come: this is the way 
SuvC,!* il!- m a t <n .w t r: 

To wbofeflint Bofoiue.my condemned Lord 
L oQm *d a Prifoncr.by prowd 
Hereletrt this rebellious Earth 
um any reftmg for her title Kings Queens 
Enter Richard, md Cjuard* 
fofcbuc fee, or rather doe not fee, 

My faire Role wither: yet Iooke vp; behold, 

That you i fl phtiemay diffolue codew t 

^ n d viafli him frefh againe witn rrue_Ioue T cares. 

AhEhou#the Modell where old Troy did ftand. 

Thou Mappe of Honor, thou King Richards Tombc > 
Audnoc King Richard: thou moft beauteous Tnnc, 

Why fliouldh3rd-fauor'd Griefe be lodg'd in thee, 

When Triumph isbecoine an Ale-houfcGueih 
Rich* loyne not with gricfc 3 faire WoinaOj do not fo, 
To make my end too hidden: Jearnegood Soule, 
Tothinkconr former State a happie Drcamc, 
FrouivylHchawak’d^he truth of what wearc^ 

Sbcwes vs but this. I am fworne Brother(Sweet) 

TogrimNeccflttiei andhecand I 

VVsllkeepea League till Death, High thee to France, 

And Cloy Her thee in fome Religious Houfe ; 

Our holy l ines mu ft winne a n e w Worlds Crowne* 

Which cur prop haneheures here haueftrickea downe. 

.$u* What,is my Richard both in (hape and minde 
Transform'd,and weaken'd i Hath BstUmgbrookg 
Depos’d thine Intellect ? hath hfe beetle in thy Heart ? 

The Lyon dying,thrtifteth forth his Paw* 

And wounds the Earth,if nothing elfe*with rage 
TobeoYe-powr’d : and wilt thou^PupilMike, 

Take thyCorreftion mildly, ki He theRodde, 

And fawue on Rage with bafe Humiiitic, 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of Bcafts ? 

Rick AKingof Bcafts indeed; if aught but Beafts, 
! lhad beene ft j li a happy King of Men, 

Good(fomedmc Qneene)prepare thcc hence for France; 
Thinks I am dead,and that eucn here rhou taVft, 

As from my Deathbed,my laft lining leaue. 

In Winters tedious Nights fit by the fire 

Wit h good old folk es, and ler them tel] thee Tales 

Of wofull Ages*long agoe betide : 

And ere thou bid good-night,to quit their griefe* 

Tell thou the lamentable fall of me* 

And lend the hearers weeping to their Beds: 

For why? the fenceleiTe Brands will fympathize 
The hcauie accent of thy motiiug Tongue, 

And in GOinpaftiocijWecpe die fire out; 

And force will iuourne in aflies T fome coale-black, 

* orthc depofnig of a rightfuU King. 

. Enter Northumherlard, 

”Lord^the mind of Bailiff rockf is change i. 


You mull to Pomfretjtiot vnto the Tower* 

And Madame s there is order ta'nc for yoti: 

With all fwift fpeed,you mu ft away to France, 
RichuNorthumhertand^h ou Ladder wherewithal! 

The mounting BulUnghrooke afeends my Throne, 

The time fhall not be many hourcs of age, 

More then it is,ere fculc finne, gathering head* 

Shall breakc into corruption: thou ftialt thinkc, 

Though he diuide the Realme ? and giue thee halfe* 

It is too little,helping him to all i 

He fhall thioke, that thou which know’ft the way 

To plant vnrighrfull Kings^vilt know againe. 

Being ne re fo littleyrg'd another way. 

To pluck him headlong from the vfurped Throne, 

The Lout of wicked friends tomierts coFeare; 

That Feare,to Hate; and Hate turnes one*or both^ 

To wonhie Danger,and deferued Death, 

North* My guilt been my Hcad s aiid there an end; 
Take lcaue,and parc,for you irrnft part forch\vith* 

Rwh * Doubly diuorc'd?{bad men)ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage ; 3 twixt my OrownCpand me, 

And then betwixt oie.and my marryed Wife, 

Let me vn-kiflethe Oath’cwm thce a and me; 

And yet not fo,for with aKiffc^twasmade, 

Part vs iNjprthHmb&UvA*. ^towards the North f 
Where flduering Cold and Sickncfle pines the Clyme: 
My Qneene to France : from whence,fet forth in pompe ? 
She caviic adorned hither like fwfeet May; 

Sent back like Holiownias, or fhorfft of day* 
j^tt* And mu ft we be diuided ? muft we part ? 

Rtch . I 4 hand from hand(my Loue)and heart fv6 heart* 
Ch^ Banifh vs both^nd fend the King with me* 
North, That were fomc Loue 3 bu£ little pollicy* 

Jgti. Then whither he goes,thither let me goe* 

Rich* So two together weeping*makeone Woe. 
Weepe thou for me in France; I 3 for thee heerc: 

Better fatre off,then neere,be ne’re the ncere* 

Goexounc thy Way witbSighes ; Lmine wkhGroanes.. 
J Qti* So longeft Way lliall haue the longed Moancs* 
JLfc^.Twicc for one ftep He groane,^ Way being fhort. 
And pcecc the Way out with a heauie hearc^ 
Come,come,in wooing Sorrow let’s be briefe. 

Since wedding it,therc is fuch length in Griefe; 

^One Kiffcfball Hop otir mouth es, and dumbely part; 
Thus giue I mifie,and thus take I thy heart, 

Qu, Giue me mine o wnc againeftwere no good part* 
To take on me to keepe^nd kill thy heart. 

Soj-now I hauc mine owtic againe,be gcjne* 

That I may ftriuc to kill it with a groane, 

^icAWe make Woe wanton with this fond delay: 
Once more adieu; the reft,let Sorrow fay. Exeunt , 


Serna Secunda* 


Enter Terk£$and bis Dnchejfc. . 

Duch, My Lord.youtold me you would ceil the reft. 
When weeping made you breakc the ftory off* 

Of our two Couliiis comming into London. 

Torke* Where didlleaue? 

Vuch* Ac that fad ftoppc.my Lord, 

Where rude inif gouertfd hands, from Windowes tops* 
Threw dull and tubbilh on King Richards head* 

d 3 Ttfr^.Then 

























































































